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defile it with their quarrels and their business claims. Nearly
everything in Jerusalem which is traditionally associated with the
name of 'the Prince of Peace' is commercialized and turned to
profit; and religious exercises cannot be held on the spot where
He is reputed to have died that man might live, except under the
control and protection of the police. The whole atmosphere of
the place filled me with a savage rage, and I felt that, although I
belonged to no Church that bore His name, I was, even so, per-
haps nearer to Him than were the pious zealots whose hatred and
avarice made Christianity, in Jerusalem, a sordid and grasping
business. Were I the world's dictator the text which should be
placed above the door of the church which covers the spot on which
He is said to have died, would read: 'He is not here: He is risen/
The Jerusalem which is rising outside the walls of the old city
helps to comfort one's outraged spirit: it is part of the Jerusalem
which is to be. New districts are being developed; there are wide
streets, modern buildings, and luxurious hotels, with comforts
such as 'Solomon in all his glory' never knew. The view of the
city from the Mount of Olives is both superb and moving, while
eastwards may be seen the purple contours of the hills of Moab,
and the deep chasm through which, 4,000 feet below, runs the
silver ribbon of the Jordan River. The place where Jeremiah the
prophet resided is also within sight, and not far away is the village
of Bethany, the home of Lazarus, of Martha and Mary. Sir
Henry and Lady Betterton and myself spent one glorious Saturday
afternoon with this inspiring picture, and I remember trying to
reduce the temperature of my emotions, by teasingly insisting that
Jerusalem would not have met with disaster if Baldwin, its king,
had been a strong man. This saucy reference to a deeply respected
friend of us both, who was then engaged in fighting a battle of
his own, caused Sir Henry to raise a friendly fist, and the merry
incident helped to restore my own balance of mind.
It was delightful to be able to get away for a week-end from
Jerusalem, and the territory of the fighting kings. We spent one
night at the monastery on the top of Mount Carmel, and we went
to Nazareth, and to the peaceful and beautiful Sea of Galilee. It
was a great experience. On Christmas Eve, the Bettertons and
myself, accompanied by Sergeant Parker and Corporal Pringle of
the Palestine Police, who were our official protectors, and to whom
every member of the commission was greatly indebted, paid a
never-to-be-forgotten visit to Bethlehem; and guided by a charming